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Riding westward

Let man's soul be a sphere, and then in this
Th* intelligence that moves, devotion is;
And as the other spheres, by being grown
Subject to foreign motion, lose their own
And being by others hurried every day,
Scarce in a year their natural form obey:
Pleasure or business so our souls admit
For this first mover, and are whirFd by it.
Hence is't that I am carried t'wards the west
This day 5 when my soul's form bends to the east;
There I should see a sun by rising set,
And by that setting endless day beget.
But that Christ on his cross did rise and fall.
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